Sanctuary
Rosemary
AVING wished for
a moment that the
pink heat
behind
isingless door would
him instead
of
burning the sales of his
shoes, the boy jumped to his feet. He had
pressed hard against the short, iron skirt
of the round stove and the burning leather
vias scorching.
At the same time, Mr.
Darty had called "Sixty."
Mr. Darty was
night operator for the District Telegraph
Company, and the boy was "Number 60
of the DTC."
The operator instructed
him to go to "325" for a message. No time
was lost in putting on a coat, since this
was an ever-present part of his garb, as
necessary inside as outside the large, bare,
"DTC" room.
"Sixty"
skitted
along Main Street
close to the buildings toward Fifth Street.
How did he know to go to Fifth?-because
this was his January beat, two blocks on
both sides. It was a short, but very busy
beat with messages going out and being
answered at all hours of the night.
When a tall man walking with his
derby hat bowed to the snowy winds and
the beaver collar of his chinchilla greatcoat turned up to form blinders collided
with him, the boy felt a surge of warmth
in the contact. Shortly before his father's
death, he had heard him say that "the
tall man with the derby is a distant relative of your Mother.
God rest her soul."
Before his blood had again chilled,
he stepped across the curbstone border
between the gas white-lighted downtown
district and the "red-lighted" Fifth Street
district.
Leaping from one large snow
footprint to the other he turned to follow
the tracks to the porch of "325."
In this

Ronsheim
protection from the wind, he could look
across the street at the window pictures,
symbols to the young boy of the warmth
he had not known.
He liked the rose
glow, softened by marquisette, and framed
in rich red velvet.
Enjoying this shelter
he watched a film of snow flakes scurry
about the porch and into out of the way
corners.
He did not hasten to turn from
the sight nor to end the pleasure of listening to the familiar voices within a
woman's shrill laughter, a man's hearty
guffaw, a broken glass, a friendly chiding.
He hesitated, picturing the scene for he
had been here many times; there would
be women sitting on straight chairs talking to well-dressed men on a davenport.
In their hands would be glasses of grape
juice like the one he would be drinking
as soon as they let him inside. He was
sure of this; how secure he felt in his
assurance.
He let the knocker
Two men ran

drop.

fingers

through

their

hair, straightened
their ties, and pushed
two girls to their feet. As one reached
high on a shelf for the grape juice,
another, seated in a straight chair, asked
Jim "if he had seen the Adamses new
horseless carriage."
The boy knew that in a moment the
door would open. He could see the lovely
smile which would meet his shy one; he
could hear a man's voice calling, "Hi,
fellow;" he could feel the soft hand touch
his as he reached for the grape juice; he
could anticipate
the luxury of sinking
into the deep cushions of the hall chair
as he drank it. Revelling in this familiarity, he raised his eyes to ask an
unknown
"Cause" always to bless him
with the January
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beat,

